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The Most Remarkable Love Story Ever Written 


THE THREE LAWS AND THE 
GOLDEN RULE is the sequel of ‘Pri- 
mordial.”” Two young people, a girl and a 
boy shipwrecked in infancy on a desert 
island, do not meet until they are twenty 
years old. Previous to having met neither 
had ever seen a human being before. Natu- 
rally their modes of living are extremely 
primitive and in this unusual story Morgan 
Robertson tells of their awakening to the 
immutable laws of nature. It’s an idyll of 
young love. With mother instinct the girl 
has made a crude doll out of a piece of wood 


and a few rags. The man objects to this 
rival for her affections and his attempt to 
destroy the doll is their first quarrel. In the 
unfolding drama of their existence is fo- 
cussed the passions, the virtues, the joys 
and sorrows that have marked the race of 
man in his struggle from the cave days 
through the ages of time. 

This is only one of the thirty-five wonder- 
ful stories of Love, Adventure, Mystery 
and Humor in the new four-volume set of 
Morgan Robertson, which you can have 
Free. 





A memory, a name, a lonely little woman, a 
dream and—a trust; the heritage of Morgan 
Robertson, sailor, rolling stone, and writer. 

lor though his imagination swept the seven 
seas and his stories laid bare the rudimentary 
impulses of men and women of all conditions, 
though his sheer untutored genius stamped his 
work with a deathless fame, grinding poverty 
was the life-long portion of Morgan Robertson 
and his devoted wife. A 

His dream of dreams was the hope that some 
day he would receive sufficient recognition to lift 
the burden of penury from his wife’s declining 
years. 

A year ago Metropolitan and McClure’s joined 
forces to make Morgan Robertson’s dream come 
true. But it was not in the great scheme of things 
that he should feel the heart-life of appreciation. 

On March 24th, 1915, on the third day of the 
first vacation of his weary life, he died. 

His last look was at the ocean he loved; the 





Making a Dream Come True 


last sound he heard was the beat of the surf upon 
the shore 

The effort started by Metropolitan and Mc- 
Clure’s for Morgan Robertson’s benefit. will be 
continued for Morgan Robertson’s widow; for 
she has no income other than the royalties she 
will receive from the sale of her husband’s books. 


You can help. You can make these four hand- 
somely bound volumes of Morgan Robertson’s 
stories yours if you send us your subscription now 
for Metropolitan and McClure’s. 


We will pay for the books. We will pay the 
carriage charges on them. We will pay Mrs. 
Robertson a generous royalty if you will 
pay for the magazines just what 
they would cost you at the 
newsstands, and you 
may pay for your 
subscription in 
easy monthly 
payments. 








How You Can Get the 4 Books Free 
















WHAT THEY SAY 
OF THESE BOOKS 


“Few of our contemporary au- 
thors so richly deserve the honor of 
a collected edition as Morgan Rob- 
ertson, Who was one of the real story 
tellers.” 


JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 


“The very ocean ought to rise up 
and bow to Morgan Robertson for 
his faithful portraiture of itself and 


its people.” 
RUPERT HUGHES. 


“Morgan Robertson was one of 
our really great writers. His stories 
will live in American literature.” 


ARTHUR T. VANCE, 


(of the Pictorial Review). 


“Morgan Robertson has written 
some of the greatest sea stories of 
our generation. 


GEORGE HORACE LORIMER, 


(Editor, Saturday Evening Post). 


“T have always regarded Morgan 
Robertson as the ablest writer of sea 
stories in this country.” 


REX BEACH. 


“His stories are bully—his sea is 
foamy and his men have hair on 
their chests.”’ 


BOOTH TARKINGTON. 


“What surprises me so is how the 
author gets under the skins of the 
bluejackets and knows how they 


ADMIRAL “BOB” EVANS. 


“A master of his art. No lover of 
real stories can afford to miss read- 
ing Morgan Robertson's works.” 


RICHARD HARDING DAVIS. 


“IT hold a very high opinion of 
Morgan Robertson’s work. Please 
enter my subscription for your new 
edition .”’ 


ROBERT W. CHAMBERS. 


“No American writer has written 
better short stories than Morgan 
Robertson. No American writer 
ever wrote as good seu stories as he 


has written.” 
IRVIN $. COBB. 


“There is about Morgan Robert- 
son's stories the magic and thrill of 
the sea that bring back to us the day 
dreams of boyhood when pirates and 
rare adventure were the real things.” 


FINLEY PETER DUNNE, 


(Mr. Dooley). 


“IT appreciate the high qualities of 
Morgan Robertson's work. He was 
a first-rate seaman—one could see 
that with half an eye.” 


JOSEPH CONRAD. 


“His whole life vibrates with ex- 
perience and drama, all of which he 
has assayed in the crucible of bis 
burning imagination.” 


ROBERT H. DAVIS, 


(of Munsey’s). 


“The trail of the sea serpent is 
over all of Morgan Robertson's 
stories.” 


WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS. 


“Morgan Robertson gave to 
American literature the true touch 
of the ocean.” 


HENRY REUTERDAHL. 
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” 432 Fourth Avenue, N. Y. 


I enclose ten cents. Please send 
me Morgan Robertson's new storics 





The 35 Morgan Robertson stories, embracing his best work, are in four hand- 
some cloth bound volumes—over 1,000 pages—over 300,000 words printed in new 
easy-to-read type—titles stamped in gold. You send only ten cents now with the 
coupon. After that, one dollar for four months to pay for the magazines, and that’s 
all! The books are yours FREE. Jf you wish to pay all at once, send only 
$3.75. If you prefer full leather binding, send $5.75. We recommend this edition 
to book lovers. Magazines may be sent to different addresses. If you are at 
present a subscriber to either magazine, your subscription will be extended, 
Postage extra outside of the United States. 
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Another Tempest Starts to Bubble Merrily 


UCK is again in disgrace. The 
little imp has hewed to the line 
of probity so long that no chips fell at 
all, but a few weeks ago his foot slipped 
and he offended the great American 
public. If you don’t believe it, read 
what Mr. W. A. Reynolds, of Warren, 
Pa., says about us: 


September 24, 1915. 

GentiemeN: Just a hurried note to 
express my utter disgust for a Publish- 
ing Outfit who collectively do not have 
sufficient brain to realize that the mix- 
ing of a vulgar Movie Idol with pictures 
that are historically dear to the hearts 
of Americans, is not really funny at all, 
but rather an insulting slap to every one 
of your readers unfortunate enough to 
open that particular number of Puck. 

You must realize in this that you were 
wrong on your idea of “ Art Suited to 
American Taste,” and the best way out 
is for you to make an open down on 
the knees apology to your readers, 
thereby proving that you are really men 
after all. 


Of course, Mr. Reynolds alludes to 
the Charlie Chaplin page, which has 
been generally acclaimed the funniest 
feature that has appeared in Puck dur- 
ing some forty years of pretty steady 
application to the job of wreathing 
folks’ faces in smiles. If an apology 
will poultice Mr. Reynolds’s aching sen- 
sibilities, we tender it gladly; perhaps, 
in Charlie’s place we should have im- 
printed the classic features of Harry 
K. Thaw. 


A Pastor’s Challenge 
OWEVER our friends may feel 
toward Pucx’s idiosyncracies, it 

is seldom that the elf’s motives are 
challenged so abruptly as in the follow- 
ing letter from the Rev. P. S. Merrill, 
pastor of the First Methodist Episcopal 
Church, of Miami, Fla.: 


Miamt1, September 28, 1915. 

Eprror or Puck: Under the head of 
“ Prohibition Ad Absurdam ” you quote 
from the New York Sun an alleged let- 
ter from an alleged Anti-Saloon League 
man in New Jersey, making him, on 
behalf of the League, advocate the pro- 
hibition of about everything but breath- 
ing. Upon this authority you proceed 
to argue and affirm the purpose of the 
prohibitionists to annihilate nearly every 
remaining vestige of human liberty. 

This “is important if true.” . 
This Jerseyman must be alive, so I write 
to ask the simple and easy favor that 
you send me his name and address. If 
he turns out to be a real Anti-Saloon 
representative, in good standing, and 
not a lying liquor man, I promise to 
help you to get his plot against freedom 
larger publicity. 


We hate to hold the Rev. Mr. Merrill 
to his promise. We know nothing of 
the gentleman’s standing in the Anti- 
Saloon fold, but his name is Hermon 
Trent, and he fulminates against check- 
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ers, chess, pastry shops, ocean bathing, 
delicatessen stores, smoking, and other 
ills from Edgewater, N. J. How he 
came to overlook breathing, we'll leave 
to conjecture. 


——— 
Taking Them As They Come 


{NosBuRG Faris, Vt. 

GENTLEMEN: Some time in the spring 
we sent our names for a trial subscrip- 
tion to your magazine. We have hoped 
to be notified when the time has expired 
that we may ask you to discontinue the 
same. 

We are fairly ashamed to have it on 
our table, it is so vile and suggestive of 
sensualism. 

Trust we have received our final 
copy, we are, 

Yours in the cause of decency, 
Maras. E. J. PARMELEE. 

P. S.—We don’t put our copies in the 
“ garbage can,” we don’t want to insult 
the hogs. 


Horyoke, Mass. 
Dear Sims: I am a Pucx booster; 
have been since 1880. I can still say 
Hooray for the new Puck because of 
‘Hy Mayer and Ralph Barton. You 
have made me laugh. God bless you. 
P. B. Jones. 


FraNnkuin, Tenn. 
Dear Pvcx: I like old things best, 
and in consequence am not enthusiastic 
over the new Puck; but let the majority 
rule. 
However, please try and not get it 
to looking even a little bit like - 
J. F. Eaoreston. 





* Never fear; we'll not. 
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in Puck’s Teapot 
How Do You Feel About It? 


GERMANTOWN, Pa. 


Dear Puck: Your editorial in Octo- 
ber 2 issue, entitled “If You Want to 
Fight, Send in Your Name,” is great! 
It is an unanswerable answer to mili- 
tarists—a magnificent call of their bluff 
—a complete and splendid silencer. I 
hope you'll follow it up with another 
addressed to all those who favor war, 
asking them to state how much they 
personally are willing to contribute 
monthly in money to support a war, and 
particularly to build and maintain a 
big navy. 

Yours truly, 
C. F. SHAaNnpREW. 


Puck on Probation 
N page 28 of this issue there is 
a very important announcement 
concerning the HOLIDAY PUCK 
and its inclusion in the _ thirteen 
regular issues that are mailed to those 
discerning friends who send us a dollar 
bill for a Three Months’ Trial Sub- 
scription. This HOLIDAY PUCK is 
to be no commonplace production. Its 
wealth of foreign color plates will sur- 
pass anything Puck has thus far at- 
tempted, and already includes repre- 
sentative work by both Dudovich and 
Wennerberg, two of Germany's master 
illustrators, and by Barribal, in the 

front rank of English painters. 

From the Panama-Pacific Exposi- 
tion comes two canvases of especial in- 
terest. One of them is the work of Axel 
Gallen-Kallela, of Finland, whose work 
has never before been exhibited in this 
country. “A Wreath of Anemones,” 
which Puck has secured for reproduc- 
tion, was awarded a Medal of Honor 
at San Francisco. The other painting 
was awarded a Silver Medal, and is the 
work of Christian Krogh, one of the 
foremost artists of Norway. He will 
be represented in Puck’s gallery of no- 
table paintings by “ The Struggle for 
Life,” a canvas of amazing strength 
and fertility of imagination. 

The HOLIDAY PUCK (on sale 
November 29) will be a collection of 
the finest color ever assembled in one 


-issue of an American periodical. 


Begin Next Week 


PEAKING of that little coupon on 
page 28, there is no time for be- 
ginning this trial subscription to Puck 
like the forthcoming issue, which is the 
Hallowe'en Number. Not only have 
we been at some pains to impart to 
this number the spirit of the eve it cele- 
brates, but we are particularly fortu- 
nate in being able to include therein 
a pleasing bit of color by W. H. 
Barribal, of London, called “‘ Green 
Chartreuse,” 





















































































GRINAGRAMS 





We used to think “Tom Brown’s 
School Days” a pretty lively story, but 
after reading the news from Sing Sing, 
“Tom Brown’s Jail Days” seems a 
whole lot livelier. 





The Appellate Court has confirmed 
the decree of divorce granted Mrs. 
Ernestine Rapp (Mme. Schumann- 
Heink) from William Rapp, Jr. 

—Chicago despatch. 
Or, in other and sadder words, 
there’s no more Rapp in rapture, and 
no more rapture in Rapp. 


A wire from London states that Mrs. 
Emmeline Pankhurst is changing the 
name of her paper from the Suffragette 
to Britannia. Perhaps for strategic 
reasons. You may say, “ Rule, Britan- 
nia,” in London without danger of 
starting anything. 


“My chief regret in leaving is that 
I did not have time to see the Western 
part of this country.” 
—The retiring Dr. Dumba. 

The Western part of this country 
regrets that it did not have time to see 
Dr. Dumba. They might have got to- 
gether had Dr. Dumba not spent so 
much time writing letters. 


Why should the fact that the Ger- 
mans used gas in Champagne have been 
considered worthy of newspaper men- 
tion? As any “ morning after” expert 
can tell you, poisonous gases and 
champagne are like Damon and 
Pythias. 


The Haytien rebels who have been 
resisting the American troops, have 
agreed to lay down their arms. 

—Haytien despatch. 
Or, as one Major Pitcairn remarked 
on a previous occasion: ‘‘ Disperse, ye 
rebels! Ye villains, disperse! Why 
don’t you lay down your arms and dis- 
perse?” 


Wife’s suit against Colt is dismissed. 
—RHeadline. 


If “chickens” and “ squabs,” why 
not “colts”? It is an age of novelty. 





Speaker Champ Clark helped dis- 
perse a gang of lynchers in Missouri 
the other day. Now that he has his 
hand in, perhaps Champ can disperse 
the gang that would lynch Uncle Sam 
in the matter of the pork barrel every 
year. 
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THE MAN WHO “ PREPARED ” 





The Pork Barrel or War Insurance? 


In the years 1911 and 1912, and up to the war preparations made 
by Germany in 1913, our expenditure in War and Navy Departments 
(exclusive of pensions) was very nearly equal to the expenditure of 
Germany. Can anyone be blamed, least of all a German, for casting 
aspersions on our proud forms of democracy when he contemplates 
the difference between what was accomplished by us and by Germany 
for almost equal sums? 


Figures do not lie. It is time for Congress to get down to business, 
to cut off the appropriations for making harbors where none are 
needed, for building shipyards where no ships can go. We need ade- 
quate measures for a very necessary adequate defense. We need a 
large appropriation by the next Congress, not for the enrichment of 











its own members, or for the communities from which they come, but 
for the putting of our country on a military and naval basis, where it 
will be able to enforce its demand for the peace it desires. 
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Verses by DANA BURNET 


Sir Ford has planned a submarine 
Of pills and protoplasms. 
One demi-tasse of laughing gas 
Will tickle it to spasms. 
A deadly sting completes the craft, 
Which folds like an umbrella, 
The antidote 
For such a boat 
Is oil of citronella. 


And speaking, as so many do, 
Of novel innovations, 
A chef from Spain has taxed his brain 
To ease the woe of nations. 
His contribution is a sauce 
Which takes the taste from mutton, 
Who knows? Some gent 
May soon invent 
A whistling collar button! 


Von Papen was rescinded by 
The idiotic Yankee. 
One should not twang a boomerang— 
It’s apt to prove so cranky. 
Sir Bryan said he might permit 
A few more ships this season. 
But we must be 
Quite orderly, 


And use our strength with reason. 





THE NEWS IN RIME 


Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 





































The late lamented Subway Probe 
Was very gratifying. 
But why not have a probe or two 
Before we do our dying ? 
The Haytian Army, eight in all, 
Will not resist invasion. 
It seems, at sight, 
Too proud to fight— 
At least on this occasion. 


The Landlord, with a loaded lease, 
Pursues the fleeing tenant. 
A happy Hen in Delaware 
Has won the laying pennant. 
The author of the Castle Walk 
Has gone to fight the goose step, 
T. R. would grant 
The Elephant 
A lesson in the Moose Step. 


The Kaiser can’t endure defeat— 
He glared at Britain’s budget, 
Then ordered one of greater size, 

But Asquith don’t begrudge it. 
No doubt the German populace 
Appreciates its glory. 

. We know ’twill sweat 
To pay the debt— 
But that’s another story. 


The Junior Rockefeller spent 
Some days in Colorado, 
And found the merry miner’s life 
A joyous El Dorado. ° 
The Allies tore a largish gap 
In Wilhelm’s foreign holdings, 
Tis said our wives 
Improve our lives 
With semi-monthly scoldings. 
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IF YOU WERE ON TRIAL, 


Or your interests were at stake in court, from which of these groups would you prefer 
to select a jury? From which would you feel most confident of obtaining justice? 





Drawn by Nelson Green 


Or from these “ Fashionable Men-about-town ” 
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«What Fools These Mortals Be!” 
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A Personal Question for Americans 


LIKE the poor, the man-about-town is always 
with us. He is conspicuous in hotel lobbies 
and in magazine pages; he is seen at dog shows 
and at divorce trials in unvarying consistency. 


On the opposite page, this eminently desirable 
citizen, this scion of our most respected families, 
is contrasted with the “undesirable citizen” so 
much discussed to-day. Which would you pre- 
fer —no, not which one would you prefer to meet 
socially — but which one would you choose to 
decide for you if your fate were in the balance? 
Which would you trust at a turning point in 
your life? The empty-headed, cocktail drinker 
with a veneer of education and a dab of manners, 
or the grimy and perhaps unpolished “‘foreigner,”’ 
with a brain and the willingness to use it? 


If there is no hesitancy in answering for your- 
self, which one are you going to choose to decide 
when your country’s fate is in the balance? To 
which do you prefer to entrust the democratic 
institutions and the ideals of this United States 
of America? Will the next generation be better 
off or worse off for the admixture of a leaven of 
the thinkers and the workers of the world? 


Write us your opinion, We will be glad to 
publish your letter. 





Something Neat in Eclipses 


AN eclipse is an impressive thing to watch. 
An eclipse which one may watch without a 
pair of smoked glasses is now in progress. It is 
a political eclipse. 

As if the triumphant conclusion of his negotia- 
tions with Germany were not enough, President 
Wilson further deepened the gloom about the 
Colonel’s political person by coming out in favor 
of woman suffrage at just the same moment. 
To clinch the eclipse situation, a very per- 
sonal announcement was permitted to come 
officially from the White House, the coupling of 
which to the frank advocacy of woman suffrage 
amounted almost to “deliberate unfriendliness” 
toward the already overcast Colonel. 

And to what may the Colonel turn for pres- 
tige? Merely to the fact that he had to kill a 
bull moose in self defense, while on a hunting 
trip. Alas! As George W. Perkins used to sing 
in Sunday Schooi, or says he did, ““The Night is 
dark, and I am far from home.” 


The Joy in Wall Street 
4 bnew is the joy in Wall Street. 


This is the war-stock, soaring high, 
That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


This is the Broker, brisk and spry, 
Who deals in the war-stock, soaring high, 
That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


This is the Gambler, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


These are the shells that in battle fly, 
Delighting the Gamb!er, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


These are the thousands who daily die, 
The victims of shells that in battle fly, 
Delighting the Gambler, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


These are the graves where the dead men lie, 
Dug for the thousands who daily die, 
The victims of shells that in battle fly, 
Delighting the Gambler, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


This is a woman’s sob and sigh, 
Heard o’er the graves where the dead men lie, 
Dug for the thousands who daily die, 
The victims of shells that in battle fly, 
Delighting the Gambler, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


This is an orphaned infant’s cry, 
Blent with a woman’s sob and sigh, 
Heard o’er the graves where the dead men lie, 
Dug for the thousands who daily die, 
The victims of shells that in battle fly, 
Delighting the Gambler, wild of eye, 
Who shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 

That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 


So this is the list of what they buy: * 
An orphaned infant’s feeble cry, 
A widowed woman’s sob and sigh, 
A field of graves where the dead men lie, 
A shambles where thousands daily die, 
A billion shells that in battle fly.— 
Gladness glows in the Gambler’s eye, 
And he shares with his Broker, brisk and spry, 
The profit in war-stocks, soaring high, 
That brings all the joy to Wall Street. 





*And usually on margin. 
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Expurgated Heroines 
Anecdotes Revised for the Compre- 
' hension of the Anti-Suffragist 

I 

Captain John Smith, bound and help- 
less, was before the great chief, Pow- 
hattan. 

A stalwart warrior stood over him, a 
war club waiting the word. 

Fair was Pocahontas, the daughter 
of Powhattan. From the door of her 
wigwam-boudoir, she looked upon the 
proceedings. 

But only for a moment. Then she 
returned to her bead work. 

“A woman has no interest in public 
affairs,” she said. 

When the war club descended * * * 
it made Pocahontas drop a stitch. But 
that was all—quite. 


II 

The Confederate Army was coming 
into Fredericktown, Stonewall Jackson 
riding ahead, as pressagented by John 
Greenleaf Whittier. 

Barbara Frietchie peeked around one 
of the front parlor curtains and watched 
them pass. 

“T’ve a good mind to——” she be- 
gan, and then added: “ But no; it 
wouldn’t be dignified.” 


THE HARVEST MOON 





Whereupon she slipped downstairs 
to the kitchen and spent the morning 
making peach conserve. 


III 


Joan of Arc was out among the trees 
of her native village. 

As the history book has it, there 
came voices and visions to her, bidding 
her arise and to save France. 

Finally, there appeared an extra 


q 
splendid vision, all clad in armor, which 








TALKING TO HIMSELF 


Probably the next thing in wireless 
telephony 
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Drawn by Rodney Thompson 


held out appealingly the sword of lead- 
ership. 

Joan of Are shook her head. 

“No,” she said firmly; “I do not 
think it was intended that women 
should mix in politics.” 


IV 

Charlotte Corday, frenzied by the 
excesses of the Reign of Terror, had 
come to the dwelling of the unspeak- 
able Marat, and now found herself in- 
side. 

The success of her mission was cer- 
tain. She could hear Marat splashing 
around in his open-plumbing. It would 
be something easy. 

Half way up the stairs, a sudden 
thought checked her, and she stopped. 
Not only stopped, but went down again. 
And out the front door. 

““Woman’s place is in the home,” she 
said to herself. “I remembered it just 
in time.” 





Guapys: I am going to buy an automo- 
bile and I want you to go along and 
help me select one. 

Cousin Jack: Not for me, little girl. 
Why, I even wouldn’t pick you out a 
husband. 
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Meeting a Genius 


ArcuMment: After all these years you are 
about to talk personally with Genius. When 
your niece heard of the approaching honor 
she begged you to ask him for his auto- 
graph. You promised, but having seen 
Genius—nix is the word. If you ever vis- 
ited Infinity you wouldn’t take out your 
knife and chip a hunk off for a souvenir, 
would you? Certainly not. One square 
look at Genius shows you that he is way up 
on the heights. Very likely he is miles 
above Eternity and the Cosmos generally, 
but anyhow it is a cinch he is above auto- 
graphs. Poor Marie! She will have to go 
without. 





You 
(banally, but in your desire to talk you 
can’t think of anything else): Isn't 
this an interesting place! 


Tue Genius 
(glancing about a little contemptuous- 
ly): You know I described this club in 
‘ my novel, “ Seedtime.” Frankly, I 
don’t care the snap of my fingers for 
the opinion of the mob. What the dull 
herd think has never mattered to me. 
But naturally I was somewhat pleased 
when Howells called it the best de- 
scription of a club he had ever read and 
when Chesterton wrote from England 
that nobody on that side of the water 
could do anything like it. 


You 
(awed, but irritated. He is a Great 
Man, so why is it that you want to bust 
him, Al?): The European situation 
looks as bad as ever, doesn’t it? 


Tue Genius 
(with a gesture which consigns man- 
kind to its fate): In my novel, “ Blos- 
som,” I told the world exactly the way 
we: were headed. What the vulgar mob 
thought about “Blossom” I never 
knew, and frankly I never cared. H. 
G. Wells called it the most remarkable 
book ever written. In Germany 
Haeckel called it the same _ thing. 
Bergson wrote a four-page personal 
letter in which he made the statement 
that I had a better philosophical mind 
than his own. 
You 
(properly in your place, yet assailed by 
a most venomous hatred of the Great 
Man. You would like to take him by 
the scruff of the neck and—but no! 
Genius is privileged to talk as it 
pleases): Pleasant weather we're hav- 
ing. 
Tue Genius 

(his features indicating plainly that he 
invented rain, sunshine, cirrus clouds 
and high and low pressure): In my 
novel, “ Harvest,” I described weather 
- accurately for the first time in litera- 
ture. Frankly, I don’t know how the 
mob took it, but Anatole France con- 
sidered it the greatest literary feat 
ever successfully attempted. Conrad 


















Auntie. 





CHILDHOOD’S THEORY 


“Those gen’lemen looked at you awful hard, 
Maybe there’s a smut on your nose” 
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spoke of it publicly as surpassing the 
best of Shakespeare, and Hauptmann, 
Suderman and Maeterlinck all joined 
in saying 





You 

(having held yourself back as long as 
is humanly possible): Is that so! (You 
wouldn’t ask him for his autograph now 
to save him from the guillotine. You 
are proud of being one of the mob, even 
if Genius isn’t interested in your honest 
convictions.) Is that so! That inter- 
ests me. You know I started “ Har- 
vest” (a lie—you never even saw the 
book), but I couldn’t finish it. I used 
to read myself to sleep with it nights. 
(With pretended ingenuousness.) A 
friend of mine thought it was rotten; 
but, of course, he’s one of those fellows 
who always exaggerate. But honestly, 
I couldn’t see it at all. What were you 
driving at? Are you sure Maeterlinck 
and those boys weren’t joshing you? 


(At last! You are all through. You 
have said the words which prove you a 
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. (More pleadingly.): 


disgrace to the friend that gave you the 
introduction and to mankind generally. 
But look! There is a strange new ex- 
pression on the face of Genius. He is 
transfigured; as though he were experi- 
encing the dawn of a new life.) 


Tue Genius 
(pleadingly): I’m—I’m very sorry. 
I’m _ excessively 
sorry. (Still more pleadingly): You 
can’t realize how sorry I am that you 
found “ Harvest” dull. (Jmploring- 
ly): I wish you’d let me send you a 
copy of my latest book, “ Gleaning.” I 
think you'd like “Gleaning.” (Very, 
very wistfully): I’m sure you'd like 
“Gleaning.” I wish you'd try to read 
“ Gleaning.” 

(Who are you? Nobody. And yet 
next morning before nine o’clock a spe- 
cial messenger brings you a specially 
bound autographed copy. Doesn’t Hu- 
man Nature move in a mysterious way 
her wenders to perform?) 

Horatio WinsLow. 
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Balzac and music. Bal- 
and zac and women. Balzac 
Music 4nd money. Balzac and 


politics. Or—Balzac and 
any subject. His encyclopedic 
knowledge, extraordinary sympa- 
thies and power of expression, do 
they not fairly drench every line 
the man wrote? He could analyze 
the art of painting and foresee Im- 
pressionism; read ‘“ The Unknown 
Masterpiece.”” In his musical story, 
“Gambara,” he divined Berlioz, 
Wagner and Richard Strauss. 
Surely, Richard Wagner read Bal- 
zac. ‘“‘Gambara” was finished in 
June, 1887, and it contains inci- 
dents that are evidently meant for 
Berlioz. However, the key to the 
book is passion, or, as he calls 
it, melomania. Balzac always 
searched for the master-passion in 
men and women. Given the clue- 
note he could develop the theme 
into symphonic proportions. It is Andrea’s love of intrigue 
that leads him to follow the beautiful Marianna, wife of 
the composer, Gambara, a fantastic creature worthy of 
Hoffmann. He is an Italian in Paris, who writes a mass 
for the anniversary of Beethoven’s death, and also an opera, 
entitled ‘ Mahomet.” But that opera! Has such a score 
ever been dreamed of by anyone except Wagner or 
Strauss? Gambara is a poor man, is looked upon as a 
lunatic, and lives in an Italian cookshop kept by a fellow 
countryman named Giardini; this latter is a delightful 
“find.” Born at Cremona, Gambara studied music thor- 
oughly; he understood the art of orchestration. For him 
music was both an art and a science; fancy writers of 
fiction investigating the philosophy of music nearly a cen- 
tury ago. For him tones were definite ideas, not merely 
vibrations that agitate nerve centres. Music alone has the 
power of restoring us to ourselves, while other arts only 
give defined pleasure. “Mahomet” is a trilogy, the 
libretto by Gambara—mark this detail which later Wag- 
ner realized. It contained “The Martyr,” “ Mahomet ” 
and “ Jerusalem Delivered”; the God of the West, the 
God of the East, and the struggles of religion about a tomb. 
In this immense frame, philosophy, patriotism, racial an- 
tagonisms, love, the magic of ancient Sabianism and Orien- 
tal poetry of the Hebrews, culminating in the Arabian, are 
all set forth. As Gambara says: “Ah! to be a great 
musician it is,also necessary to be very learned. Without 
knowledge, no local color, no ideas in the music.” This 
recalls a phrase from Wagner’s note-book. 


The story of the opera as told by Gambara 
is wonderful, but too long for recapitulation. 
It has the ring of an analytical program intended for 
some newfangled and heretical symphonic poem. There 
is the curious medley of psychology, musical references, 
history, stage directions, cries of hysteria, and much clot- 
ted egoism. There are the clash of character, the shock 
of events; and it is well to note such a sentence as this: 
“The dark and gloomy color of this finale (Act I) is 
varied by the motives of the three women who predict to 
Mahomet his triumph, and whose phrases will be found 
developed in the third act, the scene where Mahomet tastes 
the delights of his grandeur.” Does not this foreshadow 
episodes in Wagner’s trilogy? Or did Balzac find the idea 
in Hoffmann’s “ Kater Murr”? After all, is not Kapell- 
meister Kreisler the first of his line? Now, while there 


Gambara 
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seems to be far too much praying 
in “‘ Mahomet,” this drama of soul 
and action, it is on second reading 
not such a farrago as it appears on 
the first. Balzac knew little of the 
technics of music, yet he guessed 
with astonishing perspicacity. His 
characterization of the megalo- 
maniac Mahomet and his epileptic 
grandeurs would serve as a com- 
posite portrait of all founders of 
religions. Balzac had Voltaire to 
draw upon, but he makes epilepsy 
the big motive in Mahomet’s life, 
as it is said to be in the lives of the 
majority of religious fanatics from 
Buddha to the newest faith-curing 
“healer” and quack. And how 
was this extraordinary music and 
libretto received by Gambara’s 
wife, her admirer, and the Italian 
cook? There was not a_ trace 
of the poetical or musical in the 
stunning cacophony which smites 
As the strange discords hewled beneath his 


the ears. 
fingers—he played the music—Gambara almost fainted 


with Intoxicating joy. He stamped, he panted, yelled; 
in rapidity, his fingers equaled the forked head of a ser- 
pent; finally, at the last howl of the piano he threw him- 
self forward and let his head fall upon the back of his 
armchair. Poor Gambara! How much it sounds like the 
early stories told of Wagner when he tried to express on 
the keyboard his tonal epic for such unsympathetic, even 
supercilious men and critics as Mendelssohn, Hiller, Meyer- 
beer, Berlioz and Schumann. 


Signor Giardini, the Italian cook, stands for A 

a portrait of the true musical Philistine. He Portrait 
has a pretty taste in music, but melody, or 

what he conceives to be, melody, in his passion. Andrea 
Marcosoni, the nobleman who is in pursuit of Gambara’s 
wife, finds Giardini a boastful gabbler. His genius as a 
cook is the history of all genius. What with his tests: and 
experiments he has ruined three restaurants established 
successively at Naples, Parma, Rome. He now keeps a 
little place where Italian refugees and men who have 
failed in the weltering life of Paris, feed at dusk. It is 
a queer, motley crew. Here is a poor composer of romances 
—not Gambara. He possesses a florid, self-satisfied face, 
and is always in company with Gigelmi, a deaf conductor 
of an orchestra, also a nice, clean old gentleman, though 
considered dangerous by the Government. A journalist 
is discovered at the table, the poorest of the guests. He 
tells the truth about the theatre in an obscure journal and, 
of course, is miserably paid. If you tell the truth in this 
world you have to collect your salary at the bottom of the 
well where truth is said to reside. Gambara is bald, about 
forty, a man of refinement, with brains, in a word, a suf- 
ferer. This crowd discuss music. It is very well writ- 
ten, this discussion. In those days Beethoven’s was the 
“music of the future’; Rossini, the fashionable composer. 
So they proceed to demolish his reputation and praise 
Beethoven. The Count Andrea cries out: “ Long live Ger- 
man music ’’—and adds, sotto voce, “when it can sing.” 
Gambara shows Andrea his Panharmonicon—Balzac antici- 
pated the horrors of self-playing instruments—an instru; 
ment whith is to replace an entire orchestra. He plays 
upon it. They are all enchanted. Every instrument is 
represented, the total impression is overwhelming. Gam- 

(Continued on page 21.) 
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LINES TO A 
I 


I do not know you; yet your eyes 
Regard me with such friendly light, 
I should not own to shocked surprise 
If you should say: “What’s on to-night ?” 


II 


You’ve got the makings of a chum 
For such a lonely chap as I; 
Pm no great hand at “ going some,” 


But paired with you, I’d like to try. 
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Painted by Barribal of London 


NAMELESS LADY 
1 


Ah, useless ’tis to follow you, 

To ask your name, or where you dwell ; 
You may not do as others do; 

Your tongue is tied ; you could not tell. 


IV 
Yes, this is all the clue I cateh— 
For I am e’er a luckless dog— 
“A White Fox Set with Hat to Match: ” 
Your home—a furrier’s catalogue. 
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Above— German 




















Snipers at work in 
Central Park 













Left—The Kaiser and 


his Chief of Scouts in Madison 





Square 








Below—The German staff takes 
a little flyer in war stocks 
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“WHEN GERMANY INVADES A 


(Vide almost any well-known m 
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Kultur enlightening 
the world 
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Right—The 
Kaiser enjoys 
an airing in 

his private park 









Below—Kaiser, accom- 
panied by his sons, salutes 
— the man who said, “ War 


is Hell” 
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“WILL YOU PLEASE REGULATE MY WATCH?” 


A Scene at Dreicer’s on Fifth Avenue 


Painted by W. E. Hill 

























‘Pardon me, sir,” suavely said the 
passenger who wished to borrow one 
for a few moments, “ but have you a 
fountain pen?” 

“Naw!” replied the grouchy trav- 
eler. “I live next door to a public 
school; that’s what makes me look so 
savage.” 






Rising to his feet in the Virginia leg- 
islature, Patrick Henry was about to 











launch his ‘‘ Give-me-liberty-or-give- 
me-death,” when 

“Don’t make that speech, Pat,” a 
conservative statesman _ interrupted, 
“ you'll hurt business everywhere, and 
you may bring on a panic.” 








“How’s your temperature, old 
man?” asked the stockbroker’s part- 
ner, 

“Fine for active speculation,’ an- 
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swered the invalid. “It went to 104 
five times yesterday, each time drop- 
ping back to par.” 


Life is a lottery; and the man who 
takes no chances in it can never win 
anything. 

After all, human knowledge is only 
a collection of things that we don’t 
know to be untrue. 
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Getting Something on Father 
8 ee natural was the act of 


the University of Pennsylvania 
student who quit a class in economics 
because the instructor “indirectly in- 
sulted” his father. Pater happened to 
be prominent in Philadelphia public 
service, and the instructor—no, it was 
not Professor Nearing—happened to 
say that “the transit company had 
Philadelphia by the throat and was 
strangling it.” Hence, son’s exit. 





Now, there is nothing especially new 
in the notion that a transit company 
has a city by the throat and is stran- 
gling it. We hear that wail of distress 
from various of our cities, if not from 
various professors of up-to-date eco- 
nomics. The new note in the matter is, 
Should a professor take a poll of the 
parents of his pupils and give such as 
need it permission to retire before the 
“indirect insults” begin to fly? In 
“kept” universities, and Eastern col- 
leges where rich men’s sons abound, 
this is a vital question,-and one that had 
better be settled. 

It is fortunate, perhaps, that there 
are not large numbers of Professor 
Nearings in educational institutions 
about the country, as otherwise quite a 
few classes in economics might be seri- 
ously depopulated in course of time by 
the “indirect insult” method. Where 
a professor of economics gets down to 
brass tacks and talks straight talk 
about the relation between corrupt poli- 
tics and corrupt public service, he can- 
not well avoid an indirect reference, 
or “insult,” if you prefer, to some- 
body’s male parent. To spare the sec- 
ond generation pain, Professors of 
Economics must take as their text 
Pope’s immortal summary of smugness, 
“Whatever is, is right.” And, be it 
said, a good many of them do. 

Here and there, of course, will be 
found a practical young blade who will 
see in the “indirect insult” an excel- 
lent added reason for going to college. 
He can never tell at what moment he 
will “ get something on his old man.” 


“He slept well, and ate a hearty 
breakfast, apparently wholly uncon- 
scious of his fate. He was attired in 
the conventional black, and a 

“ At what hour did they electrocute 
him?” 

“ Electrocute him! They don’t elec- 
trocute a man for getting married. He 
was the groom, not a criminal.” 








Tue Fam One: Why, how did you come 
to fall on the doorstep? 

Tue Boos: I didn’t come to fall on the 
doorstep—I came to call. 


Aree 
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Drawn by Merle Johnson 


TAKING AN AIRING ON FIFTH AVENUE 


This scene is duplicated in every city of the glorious U. S. A. 


It is unknown in Germany, 


England or France. Yes, America leads the world in many things, and among them is the 


dirt and dust of its city streets 
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MAY WIZZLEY 
DRESSES FOR DINNER 


By 
HELENA SMITH-DAYTON 


Illustrated in Clay Models by 
the Author 
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Gertie Golightly returned from a 
two weeks’ vacation, at the dramatic 
moment of the day, at Mrs. Canary’s— 
when the boarders were trooping down- 
stairs to dinner. Imagine, then, Ger- 
tie’s pleased surprise to encounter on 
the lower step a new young man 
boarder—a “pippin” in  Gertie’s 
vernacular. 

“Welcome home!” thought Gertie. 
“ There’s no place like home—even if 
it is a boarding house!” 

She paused while the procession 
came down. 

‘*Hello, Miss 
Quince!” greeted 
Gertie as the assistant 
buyer of handkerchiefs 


‘didi aeeedl 





The boarders were trooping 
downstairs to dinner 


at Gettum & Holdem’s came down, the 
new boarder having reluctantly left the 
stairway. 

“Why, how d’you do, Gertie. Have 
a pleasant time?” inquired Miss 
Quince. 

“ Great!” declared Gertie. Howdy, 
Dave!” as Dave Hemisnhere followed 
close on Miss Quince’s common-sense 
footsteps. 

“ Well, well, Little One! It is good 
to have you back. You look all to the 
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good to me!” Dave crushed Gertie’s 
hand until she howled. “ House is dead 
without you!” 

Mrs. Cribbage kissed Gertie and 
Samuel Cribbage beamed. 

“You got real fleshy,” commented 
Mrs. Cribbage. 

For a moment Gertie regretted the 
things she had eaten on her grand- 
father’s farm. Then she faced May 
Wizzley, posed vividly on the stair 
above. 

There was an instant’s silence as the 
two girls gazed at each other. 

“What's the occasion?” de- 
manded Gertie, in astonish- 
ment. “Going somewhere?” 

“No-o,” ad - 
mitted May bellig- 
erently. “ Good 
Lord! can’t a per- 
son put on a regu- 
lar dress in this 


joint without 
their calling out 
the fire department? 
I just felt like dressing 
for dinner — and — and — I 
did.” 

“You won’t be charged extra, May, 
dearest,” said Gertie; “ but you can’t 
blame me for just inquiring, now, can 
you?” 

“T think it would improve the gen- 
eral atmosphere around here if we did 
dress for dinner,” explained May. 
“People who board get so slack and 
indifferent about such things. I want 
to keep my self-respect, even if I 
am boarding! My, you got awful 
freckled.” 

When Gertie Golightly sank into her 
seat at the dinner table a few minutes 
later, May Wizzley was vivaciously 
holding the center of the stage. 

Gertie was dazed. Quiet May Wizz- 
ley had blossomed out. Dave Hemi- 
sphere’s mouth approached Gertie’s 
ear. 

“ She’s stealing your stuff!” Gertie, 
he confided. “ You gotta look to your 
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laurels. That new fellow, Gregory, 
has been quite taken with Our May. 
We all think it’s one of those ‘first 
sight’ cases.” 

“ She can have him! ”’ sniffed Gertie. 
“I’m not going to butt in. I’m feeling 
real human and philanthropic, full of 
good country air, and good food.” 

For one week Gertie Golightly hid 
her light under a bushel. She wasn’t 
going to have any boarding house 
bunch say that she came home and 
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queered a 
romance between 
any pair that a prune 
atmosphere had joined. 

May Wizzley dressed for din- 
ner every evening. She began to 
assume a patronizing air toward Gertie. 

It was one week after Gertie Go- 
lightly returned that she encountered 
the new boarder, Gregory, in the little 
open room at the foot of the stairs that 
Mrs. Canary dubbed “the lib’ry.” 
May Wizzley, halfway down the stair- 
case, paused on her way to post a letter. 

Gregory stood looking at Gertie, who, 
like a lazy cat, regarded him coldly. 

“ Nice evening,” said Gregory. 

“Very,” agreed Gertie, yawning. 

She turned toward the staircase, but 
Gregory intercepted her. 

“Look here!” said Gregory, in the 
cave-tone, “ why always avoid me?” 

May Wizzley fled upstairs, straight 
to her confidant, Mrs. Cribbage. 

“It’s just as you said,” she wailed; 
she’s got him!” 

“You can’t beat that Gertie Go- 
lightly,” sighed Mrs. Cribbage. “I 
don’t see what is the matter with men 
folks. Here you are, a nice, refined, 
sensible girl—and Gertie : 

“T guess it was these earrings I have 
been wearing lately,” declared May. 
“ They made me look—loud.” 

“Maybe that was it!” comforted 
Mrs. Cribbage. “In a boarding house 
one does have to be careful!” 
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FAKING MOVIES OF THE WAR 


BEHIND THE SCENES DuRING THE MANUFACTURE OF “ THE QUEEN OF THE HAREM,” PORTRAYING A 
PATHETIC INCIDENT IN THE CAPTURE OF CONSTANTINOPLE 



































Regulating Next Year’s Skeet 
And now we are to have Federal | 
regulation of mosquitoes! Health au- | 
thorities point out that State control of | 
mosquitoes can never succeed; that it | 
must be Federal supervision or nothing. | 
Hence, to Federal regulation of rail- 
roads, banks, and business, may be 
added next year Federal regulation of 
bugs. Of course, for the public good. 

If we are to have an Interstate 
Skeeter Commission, it will doubtless 
be modeled after the Interstate Com- 
merce Commission. And if the mosqui- 
toes are alive to their own interests, 
they will insist upon like privileges with 
the railroads. The right of appeal from 
the Commission’s findings and orders 
is a question which will have to be 
threshed out. Also, the meaning of the 
word “ reasonable,” as applied to the 
regulation of insects. For, be it under- 
stood, mosquitoes are among the landed 
interests of this country; they are prop- 
erty holders, if not actual property 
owners; whole tracts of land, some of 
it near New York, are held indis- 
putably by them, and it is idle to sup- 
pose that they will abandon their hold- 
ings without a fight. 

The rumor of a Mosquito Commis- 
sion will be good news to those who be- 
lieve that a nation’s highest duty lies 
in providing remunerative offices for its 
citizens. There are innumerable pos- 
sibilities along this line when the 
Mosquito Commission gets down to 
business. There will be inspectors, of 
course; hordes of them; one inspector 
almost for every two skeets. There 
will be a supply department of im- 
pressive magnitude, because you can’t 
‘ regulate’ mosquitoes without gallons 
of oil, and all manner of sprays and 
things. Literature by the ton will be 
necessary, as not everybody can tell a 
mosquito when he sees one, and books 
on “How to Know the Mosquito,” 
scientifically illustrated, will come out 
in van-loads frem the Government 
Printing Office. Then there must be a 
medical or pathological subdivision to 
the Commission, a board which has to 
do with bites. In fact, the number of 
clinics, laboratories, experiment stations 
and first-aid depots that are possible 
under the bite subdivision is enough to 
make cheerful the most pessimistic ex- 
office seeker. 

We should not, in short, be a bit sur- 
prised if open pork barrels at easy in- 
tervals about the country were found 
to be absolutely indispensable to the 
proper regulation of this Pestiferous 
Americanus. 





Riches have wings, but they always 
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That the human voice may 
be transmitted across our con- 
tinent by telephone is the marvel 
of this age of wonders. Yet the 
full significance of the achieve- 
ment is not realized if it is con- 
sidered strictly as a coast-to-coast 
connection. 


The Transcontinental Line 
not only bridges the country 
from east to west, but, by having 
finally overcome the great bar- 
rier of distance, it has removed 
the last limitation of telephone 
communication between all the 
people of the nation. 


This means that the voice 
can be sent not only from New 


- York to San Francisco, but from 


anywhere to anywhere—even 
from any one to any one—in the 


United States. 


The Man in the Multitude 
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Wherever you are, it is pos- 
sible to reach any one of our 
hundred million population. 
You can single out from this 
vast throng any particular in- 
dividual with whom you desire 
to speak. 

To bring this about, the Bell 
System has spent years and 
millions, extending its lines 
everywhere, anticipating the ul- 
timate triumph. It has had the 
foresight and the courage to 
unite this great country, com- 
munity by community, into one 
telephone neighborhood. 


With success achieved by 
the Transcontinental Line, the 
established Bell highways make 
you, wherever you are, the near 
neighbor of ‘your farthest-away 
fellow citizen. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy 


One System 











Universal Service 








roost on the highest branches. 








to sell at 25 cents a copy. 


like it in this country. 
to the publishers. 





PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION 


Have You Seen the New Autumn Number 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK 


25 Cents — All Newsstands 


A TRULY remarkable type of publication along entirely new and heretofore 
untried lines. It is unquestionably the biggest value ever produced 

The autumn number now on the stands con- 

tains 64 pages, a 12 pages in full color. There is nothing else 
f your newsdealer cannot supply you, write direct 


301 Lafayette St., New York 
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Digging for Candy 


The great essential quality in dig- 
ging for candy is perseverance. You 
must not permit yourself to be discour- 
aged. Unlike those who dig for gold 
or precious stones, you have the assur- 
ance that sooner or later your efforts 
will be successful. 

In the first place, go about the thing 
systematically. You must begin at the 
beginning, and the beginning invariably 
is the outside wrapper. This usually 
consists of a fortress of heavy paper, 
ornamented by an imitation seal. Break 
seal and remove wrapper, and you come 
to an outfit of shiny tissue, similar to 
that in stove doors, only thinner. 

Tear this without hesitation, and you 
arrive at the ribbon around the box 
itself. This is tied in about six bow- 
knots, which are not so hard to undo 


as they look. Having removed the last | 


vestige of ribbon, you are now ready to 
tackle the box. Pay no attention to the 
gold lettering on the cover; it is fas- 
tened on and will come off only when 
the cover does. Lift the latter, and 
you are ready for the inside work. 


The removal of the cover discloses 
an intricate but pretty pattern of paper 
lace. Push this firmly aside and under- 
neath you will note a padded cushion, 
something like a miniature sofa pillow. 
Sometimes there are two of these, one 
a trifle thicker than the other, but in 
a majority of cases there is but one. 
You next come upon a piece of printed 
matter, like a tablet. This is not the 
record of some previous candy-digger 
who became discouraged and went 
away, years ago. It is simply a re- 
quest to the effect that if the candy 
is not fresh and in good condition, you 
will confer a favor on somebody or 
other by telling him about it. 


This notice in a candy-mine is the 
top of the literature layer. Some min- 
ers at this point insert a diamond-drill 
and by an examination of the result de- 
termine whether it is worth while to 
dig further or whether the vein peters 
out in more lace paper. This is not 
necessary, however, as you are certain 
to strike “ pay-dirt ” if you simply keep 
on. Under the top layer of literature, 
the miner will remove in their proper 
order a card in colors advertising some- 
body’s cocoa, a picture of a girl drink- 
ing some of it, a list of suggestions for 
Christmas gifts, and a description of a 
new kind of $2 confection which the 
maker generously agrees to ship post- 
freé té any address, on receipt of price. 

Remove this last with some cere- 
mony, and if you feel yourself trem- 
bling, do not feel ashamed. You have 
“arrived.” You are there. That gold 
weapon is a candy tongs, and beneath 
it is the canpy! 





CORK TIP OR 
PLAIN END 
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Fashionable Furs for the 1915-1916 Season 


Are Shown Here in a 
Superb Display 


The styles that will 

vail this season are here 
in a large and diversified 
collection of beautiful Fur 
Coats and Furs. 


The present prices are, 
we believe, fully one-third 
less than what they will 
be within a very short 
time, as Furs are sure to 
advance in price. 


Our early buying and 
price concession grant 
us, permit us to offer you 
Fur Coats and Furs at 
prices that mean sub- 
stantial savings. 


Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 
be promptly and carefully filled. 


ABRAHAM «- STRAUS 








WANTED— AN IDEA! 


0S « can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 

our ideas, =. may ee pus you wealth. Write 

for ** Nee ied Invention to Get Your Patent 

and Your Money.”’ Ranpotrn at Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 





IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 


GREAT TRIAL 
OFFER! 


Your Chance to Learn about 
California, its Great Fairs, 
its Business, Housekeeping, 
Sports, etc. Send 
25c.—Coin or Stamps—3 Mos. 
Regular Rate $1.50 a Year 


Send it Nowto 


The Out West Magazine 


J Los Angeles, California 
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BROOKLYN 
NEW YORK 





Orr, Fan 


chalet: £ 


DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES, ETC, 
-y Erepebee of Art Taught. A... practival « aon of | instruction 


saree your talent; of # work @ basis of our 
} t, + ¥... LACTIC at i acHOOL wo RO PRACTIC. AL WORK 
Write for terms an f success’ Ls. 
ASSO0 TATED "ART STUDIOS Mort. M. Barger, Director 


Flatiron Bidg.,N.¥.Olty Dey Classes—Evening 


_— S 
Do Business by Mail 


Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 


following or any others desired. 


lnssee— Mail ‘instruction 
















+ me Mfrs. Wealthy Men 
Box Mfrs. Ice Mfrs. 
Shoe R etailers Doctors 
_ Can Mfrs, Axle Grease Mfrs 
ruggists d Employees 
Aut Owners 






Our ete book of mailing 
statistics on 7000 classes of pros- 
pective customers for the asking. 


Ross-Gould, 806-E Olive St, St. Louis 








Mailing 
| es 2 ee oe ie 
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A Week’s Reading ‘\ 
for 25 Cents 


The Ideal Magazine for a Long Winter 
Night or a Tedious Trip on the Train 


316 Pages, 2 Complete Novelettes 
50 Short Stories 


in each volume. A week’s reading for 25 cents, con- 
taining such excellent pieces of wor 
“The Woman Who Lost” 
“A Deal in Hearts” 
“In the Case of Lou Terry” 
“The Icicle” 
“The Secret of Sienna” 
“A Splash of Scarlet’ 
“The Chance That Rhoda Took” 
“Woman” 
“The Purple Palette of Life’’ 
“The Frank Confessions of a Lady-Killer” 
“When Fancy Leaves The Narrow Path” 
“Whose Little + oF ie Are You?” 
“The Farewells pore, Women” 
“Which Girl Do 


and others rae as good. 
No. 4 Now on Sale at all News Stands 


If your dealer cannot supply you, send us 25 cents 
in stamps or money order the address below and 
a copy will be mailed direct to you, postpaid, any- 
where in Vy My States; Cheeta we will send you 
Volumes ge 2 special pric e of “0 CENTS 


pag 


NEW YORK 


333 FOURTH AVE., 











YOU LIKE TO GO 
Hunting 
Fishing 
Trapping 

Then cupely, von. you will enjoy Ge 

Ne ne. 160 fustrated es, full 


in we where 
able “ t f fellows ther 










rod, dog, le and gun. Alli thie 
for 16c. a or $1.00 for ‘a whole 
year with watch fob. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c. in stamps 
or coin for a _ three 

months’ trial sub- 
scription to the 
National Sports: 
man and we will 
send you 


FREE of Charge 


one of our hand- 
some Ormulo 
Gold watch fobs 
as here shown 
with Seal grain 
leather strap and 
gold plated buckle. 


NATIONAL 
SPORTSMAN 


283 Columbus Avenue, Boston, Mass. 














War and Wall Street 


What a funny little street is Wall 
Street! 

It is making much money these days; 
so much that its people suffer from 
money-changer’s cramp. 

It is making money because of the 
war; the war and Wall Street’s pros- 
perity are inseparably linked. 

A year ago Wall Street was not mak- 
ing money. There was a reason. There 
was even talk of a moratorium. 

It was not making money because of 
the war; the war and Wall Street’s ad- 
versity were inseparably linked. 

It’s the same war in both instances. 
War to Wall Street is both heaven and 
hell. 

What a funny little street is Wall 
Street! 





Miss Oxpun (in street car): Conductor, 
I noticed three men smoking on the rear 
platform. 

Conpuctor: Don’t worry, lady; the 
lace curtains are being laundered to- 
day, so there’ll be no harm done. 





Famity Retainer: Oh, sir, something 
terrible has ’appened. Your daughter, 
Miss Gwendolyn, sir, has eloped with 
the chauffeur, sir, an’ they’re off in the 
motor car, sir. 


THe Oxrp Man: Thank the Lord! 
Maybe I can save a little money, now 
that the girl and machine are both 
gone. 





Tue Mororist: Has your horse balked, 
old man? 

Tue Mivxman: ’Course‘not! All’s the 
matter is his carburetor exploded, his 
dam’ magneto causin’ the crank shaft 
to blow out two cylinders an’ puncturin’ 
the fore tires, thereby puttin’ the for- 
rard speed lever out o’ business ! 





Mrs. Waysack: I notice these here sub- 
marine torpedo boats are named after 
stinging things mostly. 

Mr. Waysack: Ye don’t say? Wonder 
if any of them are named “Soap 
Agent,” “ Portrait Solicitor,” “ Rheu- 
matiz Specialist,” or “ Patent Churn 


Peddler ”? 





Mrs. Henreck: Those who are unlucky 
in love are said to be lucky at cards. 
Henpeck: If you'd let me out nights, 
dear, I think it would be a good thing 
for me to play poker. 





Asner: Well, Jay, how d’ye like it up 
t’the city? 
Jay: Aw, it was all right enough most 
ways, but what bothered me most was 
tryin’ to look at everybody I met on 
the street. 
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A Dinner 
in Each Can 


Remember this when you are tired 
and a meal seems hard to cook. 


Each can of Van Camp’s Pork and 
Beans on your shelf isa dinner in 
itself. 


Serve cold in a minute. Or boil 
the can before opening and the beans 
will seem fresh from the oven. 


A Royal Dinner 


This is not Pork and Beans as 
they used to be. It’s a new style— 
a dainty. 


The beans are whole yet mellow. 
They are baked for hours in steam 
ovens. A wonderful sauce is baked 
into them. 


Van Camp’s is a staple. 


It will find a welcome, for luncheon 
or dinner, at least three times a 
week. 


ME PS 


VAN CA ae eon 
Also Baked Without the Sauce 


10, 15 and 20 Cents Per Can 


The trouble is this, before you try 
Van Camp’s. 


You think of did-style baked beans. 
You think of mushy beans, or broken, 
or zestless, or hard to digest. 


Van Camp’s are not. 


For 22 years we have centered on 
this dish. Your first meal of Van 
Camp’s will alter — whole con- 
ception of Baked Beans 


Won’t you prove that—and today? 


Buy acan of Van Camp’s Beans to try. 
If you do not find them the best you ever 
ate, your grocer will refund your money. 
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Where Shall I Go” 
Tonight? — 
Oe tas dh mal ra 








West Forty-Second Street 
Evenings at 8: 


15 
HARRI Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:15 


Edgar Selwyn’s 
Melodramatic Comedy 


ROLLING STONES 








oe. COHAN’S Theatre, B’way, 43d St. 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


ELSIE JANIS ““8*° 
MISS INFORMATION 


By Paul Dickey and Chas. W. Goddard 





42nd Street, near Broadway 
Evs 8:15. Mats Wed.&'Sat. 2:15 


CANDLER 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The House of Glass 


A NEW PLAY BY MAX MARCIN 





CAIRTY Site 2 sees oe 


Evs. 8:20. Mats. Wed, & Sat. 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


YOUNG AMERICA 


A New Play by FRED BALLARD 





REPUBLI West 42nd Street. Evgs at 8:20 


Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:20 
A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 


Chives 
Kinkead 





ASTOR Senta 
Georse CQHAN’S American 
“Hit-The-Trail-Holliday” 


With FRED NIBLO as BILLY HOLLIDAY 




















Pickings from PUCK 


The best quarterly ever 
issued in America 


25 Cents at your Newsdealer’s 
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As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
It Has No Equal. 








The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 10.) 


bara sang to its accompaniment—in 
which the magic execution of Paganini 
and Liszt was revealed—the adieus of 
Mahomet’s first wife. In the end comes 
ruin. The wife of Gambara, tiring of 
him and his slow progress toward fame, 
abandons him for Count Andrea, as 
might have been expected. Alone, Gam- 
bara falls into dire poverty. The Pan- 
harmonicon is seized by the sheriff and 
his musical scores sold for waste paper. 
On the day following the sale these 
scores had enveloped at the market 
butter, fish, and fruits. 


The Thus the three great operas 
End_ which this man had toiled over 

like a galley slave, but which the 
Neopolitan cook, now a huckster, de- 
clared a heap of nonsense, perished in 
the market baskets of Paris. Worse re- 
mained. Years after, Marianna, the 
runaway wife, returns, old, dirty and 
withered. With his tired, faithful arms 
Gambara receives her. Together they 
sing duets, with guitar accompaniment, 
on dusty boulevards after dark. Mari- 
anna makes Gambara drink cheap co- 
gnac so that he will play well. He 
gives extracts from his forgotten 
operas. A duchess asks: “ Where do 
you get this music?” “‘ From the opera 
of ‘Mahomet,’” replies Marianna. 
The lady interposes: “ Rossini has 
composed a ‘Mahomet’; what a pity 
they will not give us the unfamiliar 
operas of Rossini at the opera.” Gam- 
bara only smiles. Thus ends the career 
of a great composer. Gambara well 
knew his failings. He confessed: “ We 
are the victims of our own superiority. 
My music is fine; but, when music 
passes from sensation to thought, it 
can have as auditors only people of 
genius, for they alone have the power 
to apprehend it.” Which is consoling 
for Strauss and Schoenberg. The trou- 
ble with this thesis is that in reality a 
man of genius is always discovered, 
sooner or later; if not during his life- 
time, then after his death. Gambara 
was hardly the music-maker Balzac be- 
lieved him to be. However, he has had 
plenty of descendants. The other two 
musical tales of the great Frenchman 
are “ Massimella Doni” and “ Sarra- 
sin”; both are profoundly morbid, 
though extremely interesting. 





When you enter a shop state just 
what you want. For then the merchant 
can go intelligently to work to sell you 
something else. The great law of com- 
merce is to sell people what they don’t 
want. What they do want will sell 
itself. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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Off the tee with a bee- 
u-tiful drive — a long 
brassie shot that lands you 
back of a bunker—a lift with 
thelofter, only to see the ball 
a - into a + trap; then a 
% peach of an approach onto the green 
4 and you hole out with a 10-yard 
putt—BOGIE, by golly! 


“GOLF BUC” 


gives you all the thrills, emotions—yes, and the un- 
spoken premesy of the actual game on the links. 
Every play with all the sticks in the caddie-bag can be 
made with **Golf Bug’’ cards; and ever y condition ou 
the course must be met, for you follow the actual rules 
of golf in playing this scientific card game. It's the 
only = game with cards, and a crackin’ good game 
whether you know golfornot. Helps the beginner 
to know the rules of and terms used in golf, &nd the 
uses of the different clubs. 
Fight golf sticks of 120 cards of highest quality; a golf 
links chart; book of golf terms and rules; score cards 
and markers—whole outfit packed in handsome 
carton for only $1.00. 
WINTER GOLF CLUBS ARE THE RAGE 
Winter golf clubs are being ongantesd everywhere to 
psy **Golf Bug’’ during the long winter evenings 
the first among your friends to suggest one. 
GET THIS GAME TODAY 
Ask for It at the stationer's, sporting goods house or 
department store. If your dealer hasn't yet had 
time to get it in stock, we'll supply you direct, and 
prepay postage. Order this game now. 
CON. P. CURRAN PRINTING COMPANY 
721 Wainut Street St. Louis, Mo. 
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-A Ficasant evening we had, Dick and 
I. Not for the wealth of the Indies 
would I exchange the three best 
things I have—my old friend Dick, 
my good dog Prince and reliable 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years’ 

The friend of our forefathers 
and still the friend of men who 
appreciate a choice, delightful 
- whiskey. Aged in the wood, 

ottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pa, 





R those who like a de- 
pendable, substantial and 
satisfying beverage, that is 
always pleasing, helpful, com- 
forting and without taint or 


flaw in brewing or bottling. 


There’s Evans’ Stout too. 
and Splits. alt 


In Botties Good Desiers. 
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The Love Story 
(According to Robert W. Chambers) 
I 


* Leave me, I say!” 

“Not until you come out of that 
tree.” 

“Leave me, I sa-ay!” 

“ But sweetheart 

“Oh, the shame of it! I shall ex- 
plode.” 

A kaleidoscopic whirl of sticks, 
barks, twigs, silken ankle, snowy petti- 
coat, twigs, barks, sticks. 

He went. 





II 
“ Sir, you are on my premises.” 
“ But sweetheart 
“I shall call the gardener.” 
“ Ah, my dryad!” 
“ Leave me, instantly.” 
“Wood nymph, listen to me.” 
She listened. 





III 
“Leave me. Do you hear?” 
“T will not.” 
“ Leave me, I sa-ay!” 
* But sweetheart, listen 
“Why do you call me sweetheart?” 
7 Because I do not know your other 
name.’ 
“Oh, for a ponent Leave me, you 
oaf!’ 


He left her. 





IV 

“ Kiss me.” 

“ But, sir, I do not know you; nor 
you me.” 

“What has that to do with it?” 

“ Why—er—that is—er—nothing, I 
suppose.” 

“ Then kiss me this instant.” 

*“* Never!” 

“ Kiss me, I tell you!” 

Their lips clung passionately. 


V 

Winter had come with snow and all 
that sort of beastly thing. 

It was the first ball of the season. , 

He was startled. It was her! 

She was transfixed. It was him! 

They were introduced. 

Bah! What an end to a romance! 
To know one another’s name—how dis- 
gusting! Otherwise, they might have 
married. 





Critic: Now that your play is to be 
actually produced, you can surely give 
me some idea as to the plot and general 
action. 


PraywricutT: It’s still too indefinite. 
You see, the call boy and the man on 
the stage-door haven’t told me yet what 
they want done to it. 





When it comes to making the mare 
go, credit is also an adept. 
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| Ex-President 
Roosevelt has 
| been interviewed 
| by Julian Street. 
He has given his 
views and opin- 
ions On our recent 
national problems 
and their solu- 
tions. Naturally 
every American 
will find these 
| comments from 
_| Oyster Bay of ab- 
sorbing interest. 


Look for “The Most 
Interesting American: 
What Roosevelt 
Would Have Done—” 
in the October 23d 


issue of 


Colliers 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
G16 West 73th Street, New York City 
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Will They Find Him? 

Wasuincton.—* Being opposed to 
national prohibition, and in strict ac- 
cordance with President Wilson’s known 
views,” said Chairman R. L. Henry of 
the House Rules Committee, “I shall 
earnestly urge the people to cease its 
agitation.” 

Unfortunately, Chairman Henry’s 
championship of personal liberty is not 
going to deter the Prohibitionists in 
their search for a lame duck in Con- 
gress to carry their snow-white banner, 
now that Richmond Pearson Hobson is 
languishing in a_ well-earned retire- 
ment. 


The next step in the Prohibition 
program, once they are encouraged in 
their present fanaticism, is the prohibi- 
tion of tobacco in all forms and strin- 
gent laws against wearing russet shoes 
on Sunday. 

Hobsonitis craves the right to pro- 
hibit. What it is, after all, makes very 
little difference, so long as the worldly 
among us are forced to bow to the Ala- 


bama Will. 


How He Did It 


Daniel met the lions at the door of 
the den, and whispered in the ear of 
cach as they advanced: 

“ After dinner,” he said to the first, 
‘you will be called on to respond to 
the toast, ‘The Ladies, bless them.’ ” 
To the second lion, “ ‘The News- 
papers, damn them.’” To the third, 
“*The King.’ ” 

And so forth. 

Naturally, the lions had no appetite 
after that. 


What Started the Quarrel 
Youne Wire (at home): Hello, dear- 
est. 

Youne Huspanp (at the office): Hello, 


who is it? 





Tur Tomsstone Man (after several 
abortive suggestions): How would sim- 
ply “Gone Home” do? 


Mrs. Newweeps: I guess that would be 


all right. It was always the last place | 


he ever thought of going. 





Mama: Your overcoat will never fit you 
this winter. 

Bossy: I know it won’t, mama, but my 
skates will, so don’t let’s worry. 

Sue: Oh, dear! I hardly know how to 
tell you, but the baby somehow got hold 
of a fountain pen and your First 
Folio 
He: I see, but don’t let it worry you. 
It really enhances the value of the book. 
I'll dispose of it as an autograph copy. 
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The 


since 
1881. 


—— 


National 
Lullaby 









































E. Rosenfeld & Co Makers, Balto. and New York 
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CARTOONS AND CARICATURES BY 


We 
iS GA 
a 
PORTFOLIO OF FAMOUS PRINTS ABSOLUTELY FREE 
We have just issued a limited edition of Hy Mayer’s more notabie 
contributions to Puck. This portfolio measures 21 x 14 inches, is 
bound in heavy art mounts, and contains twenty-four full page plates 
on special paper, including four in full color. A copy will be sent 
prepaid to any new reader sending us $2.50 for a six months’ sub- 
scription to Puck. This is an exceptional opportunity for securing a 
record in cartoon form of the stirring history of the last year and a 


half. Hy Mayer’s cartoons of the European War are celebrated all 
over the world. Make remittances by check or money order. 
Puck PusiisHinc Corporation, 301 LaFayette Street, New York 




















All Trial Subscriptions Include the 
Christmas Number of 


Quo 


The Christmas Number of “America’s Cleverest Weekly’? contains the 
finest collection of color pages by American and foreign artists ever 
grouped in a single issue of an American periodical. 


The leading colorists of the Old World have united with the best artists of 
the New, in imparting to this number a character heretofore untried on 

this side of the water. For many weeks our personal representative 

in Europe has been selecting canvases from the ateliers of Lon- 

don, Paris and Munich especially for this issue. 

Buow 


The regular price of the Christmas Number is 25 cents, but ; 
PUBLISHING 


all Three Months’ Trial Subscriptions at $1.00 will include COMPORATION 
the Christmas issue, so that each trial subscriber receives 301 Lafayette St., 
regular issues of Puck to the value of $1.45. Simply.” New York 

fill out the coupon opposite, pin a dollar bill to it 
and mail to us. 


Enclosed find one 

dollar (Canadian $1.13, 
Foreign $1.26) for which 
The Christmas Puck has heretofore sold out send Puck for 3 months to 
within a few days on all the leading news- 
stands. It would be well, therefore to 
order your en from your new sdealer 
at once. Simply say that you want pe 
him to save you a copy of the 
Christmas Puck. 


Name 


City and State 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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>» ; | | 
Good Sport and Good Smoke Go Together | 


There’s more crisp, brisk, youthful vigor in an ounce of “Bull” Durham | 
than in a pound of any other tobacco ever rolled up into a cigarette. It’s 
the co-partner of the go-ahead spirit—the delight of the fresh, unjaded taste 
that goes with enthusiasm and energy. This grand old tobacco—the favorite 
of three generations—is today the liveliest smoke in the whole world. 


GENUINE 


‘BULL DURHAM 


SMOKING TOBACCO 


Within the last two years the “roll-your-own” idea has spread age of ‘‘ papers 
amazingly. Thousands of men have learned that their own hand-rolled —— 
“Bull” Durham cigarettes have a freshness and fragrance impossible to 

obtain in any other way. Made exclusively 
& from mild, ripe Virginia-North Carolina 
a “hide” whence let, “tel” Dalen ® 

unique in its mellow-sweet flavor. Try it 
¢ e once and you'll smoke it always. 

. An Illustrated Booklet, show- 
’ is F RE ing correct way to ‘Roll Your 
Own’”’ Cigarettes, and a package of cigarette 


” — _ 
| papers, will both be mailed, free, to any ad- 
dress in U. S. on request. Address ‘‘Bull”’ 
' N Durham, Durham, N. C., Room 1289. 
r : THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 
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